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possibility of miracles; he knew that insanity is as
common as sanity, that the words are often inter-
changeable, that there are a thousand worlds and all
of them true. Then he adored Kendon. Of anyone
else he might have said that lighting the Cathedral
was melodrama. (He did not object to melodrama,*
He knew that it was often the truest poetry for the
occasion.) But whatever the Bishop did was right.
So now he stood at his side, looking out on to the
dark Green, seeing the glare fade above the Library;
he went out and bent down over Lampiron's body.
He looked up and saw the horses charging the
Green, figures flying through the Arden Gate. A
dog was howling. The wind was falling and a thin
fine rain began to spatter the grass* He helped t6
carry Lampiron into the Cathedral. He was dead
of course.

It was then that he heard Michael Furze shouting.

* Honestly that was as queer a sight as I shall ever
see.   The Cathedral was blazing with light and you
could feel a stir everywhere.    This wasn't an ex-
aggeration, a kind of poetic licence*   You people * (it
was in Cronin's drawing-room a week later) * can laugh
if you like, and of course all our nerves were on edge
by that time, but I wasn't the only one to notice it*
It was like a mist when light should be clear, like
faint music when there oughtn't to be a sound, like a
dream when you're alone but know that you are
surrounded by a thousand unseen listeners*

* All I can tell you Js that the Cathedral seemed to
be packed although, save for the little crowd of us by
the West Door, there wasn't a soul to be seen*

* Lampiron> poor old boy, was lying there dead,
his head smashed in,   I was going over to him when